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existence for twenty-four hours I unearthed some khaki drill left behind on the previous year and speedily changed into shorts and bush shirt.
The following dawn the "Lepers' Colony" awoke with morale at its lowest ebb. Three of my companions had contracted violent colds and later two of them were taken off to hospital with 'flu—lucky fellows. We surveyed with heavy, jaundiced eyes a wide, undulating plain decorated here and there with flowering orchards. A yellow sun shone palely, a few drifting snowflakes fluttered down, playthings of the keen wind. We made a Spartan toilet with canvas buckets and cold water, cadged a meagre breakfast from the quartermaster's kitchen and, thus fortified, awaited the next move with what patience we could muster.
Towards ten o'clock an R.A.M.C. major arrived, the highest ranking officer we had so far seen. He tried to soothe our savage breasts with musical promises that we should speedily be transferred to more convenient quarters. But when, with one voice, we demanded that the comedy of our pretended isolation should be ended and we all be allowed to proceed, he was adamant and said, with the usual Army buck-passing formula, that it was nothing to do with him and would have to be referred to higher levels. He added with pride, however, that he had arranged for our transfer to Transit Camp 186 near Taranto. Only slightly appeased, we clambered with our baggage into another truck and rumbled off.
Camp 186 was much nearer Taranto docks and revealed itself as a sprawling group of brick and stone buildings surrounded by a barbed-wire fence. Brett remarked grimly that it really did look like a lepers' colony and we were probably in for a life sentence. We presented our tainted bodies at the reception office and were greeted by an adjutant who concealed his dismay under a charming manner. Apparently the whole camp, containing several hundred men, had only just come out of quarantine. It seemed, therefore, that if we entered, the quarantine period would have to start all over again. Then if another ship arrived, with more suspected contacts and they were also brought to the camp, the quarantine would have to be extended again, and so on ad infinitum. Filled with gloom, we could picture ourselvesgan to attempt organising. He started toebe an American naval
